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PREFACE. 


LAWS HE following Entertainment is an A- 
(SES tempt to give the Town a little good 
Ef JMuſick in a Language they underſtand : 
For no Theatrical Performance can be 
abſolutely Good, that is not Proper; 
and how can we judge of its Propriety, <vhen we 
know not one Word of the Voice's Meaning? Put 


If 
ii 
* 


EF E | perhaps this is not all that the Italian 4 Gactes 


has late impos d upon us; moſt of our Operas 
veing (if poſſible) 89 ny of Common 
Senſe in their Original, as the Tran/lation : Nay, 
ile Tyranny is carried yet farther ; for the 

9 A 2 Songs 


PPP ˙1AAA 0 A bbc ry meme end edt on en 


iv. The PREFACE. 


Gaps are fo gſten turn'd out of their Places, Fo 
introduce Jome abſurd favourite Air of the Singer, 
bu in a few Days. the firſt Book y have 
bought, is reduc'd to little more than the Nirie- 
Page of whats it pretends to; and as it noto 
ſtands, rhe while Entertainment ſeems to be dwindled 
imo 4 Concert of Iflruments ; for a Veiti ibu ds 
not underſtood, has in reality no more Meaning 
than the Fiddle that plays to it : And thus, by 
flaviſhly giving up our Language to the deſpotick 
Power of Sound only, we are ſo far from eſtabliſp- 
ing Theatrical Muſick in England, rhat rhe very 
Exhibition or Silence M it ſeems entirely to depend 
upon the Arrival or Abſence of ſome Eminent Fo- 
reign Performer. By this ſort Conduct, the 
waſt Sums that have been levied for the Support 
of it, have only ended in its Abuſe and Proftitu- | | 
tion, And (though the iuſolen Charms of the | 
Opera ſeem to be above it) why foontd we /up- | 
poſe that a little plain Senſe ſpould do Muſick any | | 
more harm, than Virtue does a Beautiful Woman ? | 
And *tis but a melancholly Proof of its Power, 
that it has been ſo long able to keep Nonſenſe in 
countenance. U anon wer te x 
T is therefore hoped, that this Undertaking, if 
15 encourag d, may in rime reconcile Muſick to the 
© Engliſh Tongue. Aud, to make the Union more 
38 praticable, it is humbly moved, that it may be 
ellow'd a leſs Inconvenience, to hear the Performer 
expreſs his Meaning with an . Accent, 
than in Words, that (to an Engliſh Audience) 


r 
: 


* have no Meaning at all: And at worſt, it will be 
* an eaſier Matter to inſtruct two or three Performers 
| in toletalle Fngliſh, than to teach à Whole Na- 


tion Italian. 


5 Alter 


CFC 


Aſter having 74 fo much of its Avſurditics, 
ir will be but juſt to allow the Excellencies of the 
Italian Compoſition 5 the Manner of it being indiſ- 
putably ſuperior to ail Nations for a Theatre : Aud 
'tis hoped this Entertainment will want nothing cf 
the Italian, but the Language, 
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'The SCENE 
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it INTERLUDE. 


Adonis Entring from a Wood 


AI L! bright Aurora! Bluſhing 
Maid, | 
Life-giving Goddeſs, Hail! 
What Mortal would diſſolve in 
DN Sleep, | | | 
= And loſe the Ritng Views 
Which thy creating Beams. preſent ? | | 
3 ©! how tranſporting tis, to ſee 
', Thy Glories chaſe the Shades, 
And pild the Globe anew ? 
| ce! how the Mountains raiſe their Heads 
Tln Purple Hue before thee ! 
ee verdant Valleys and the Meads 
== -orlake their miſty Beds, | 
And dreſs their Beauties, to adore thee. 


C7 How leaſant is ranging the Fields, 
HM 4 hen we mount <vith our Flounds in the Afornine ? 
== bat Spirit the Exerciſe yields ! 
+ Nen we holloao, 
And follow 
T he Scent ever burning ? 
How pleaſant, Sc. 


B 2 | Venus 
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| Than of the Rural Sport? 


Ab ! Blooming lovely Boy, 


Ah! ſweet Aconis, &c. 


8 VE NU and ADONIS: © 


Venus deſcends from her Chariot. 


But ſoft! What Nymph is this? , . = 
Whoſe gaudy Form and Dreſs | _ 
Seem rather of a Court, | CE 


Ven. Ab] ſweet Adonis, form'd for Toy ! 


Have Pity on a Goddeſs” Pain: 
Since Gods themſelves have figb'd for me, 
Ah let not Venus ſigh for thee, 

Dear charming Youth, in vain. - 


Adon. O] bounteous Goddeſs! you miſplace 
The Bleſſings you on me beſtow ; 
My Joy is only in the Chace, 
Ito Diana's Altar bow. 
Ii ith ber alone I'll live and die, 
But Love ſhall ever fly: EE 
Zet cohen the Game is chac'd in View, 
Like Lightning I purſue. | 
Wich her alone, Sc. 


Your Leave, bright Goddeſs—— = 
Ven. — — Ly Hold [Going 
I've more to ſay | 
Adon. — he Morning's cold, 
Beſide, the Sport expects me 
ee e ——— /ſhere?- 
Adon. In yonder Vale TS 
Ven. —— Ah!] do not fear; 


Stay and improve thy Paſtime here. 


Swain, thy fooliſh Sports give over, 
Foys immortal thou ſhalt finds 
Sweeter Pleaſures your ll diſcovery, 

Hhen the Queen of Beauty's kind. 
Swain, &#c. | 
Adon. In vain of Love you praiſe the Joy 

To an unskilful Beardleſs Boy; 5 
I've heard Men talk of Sighs and Kiſſes, 
Bur catic imagine where the Bliſs is; Then 


too fair to be believ d. : 
A Who could deceive ſuch blooming Charms ? 


=X or atter thine, ſeek other Arms? 


Aden. Nor Truth nor Beauty touch my Senſe, 


; For I am all Indifference. | 


Ceaſe your vain teaxing, 
Love is unpleaſing, 
No Heart ſhall brave me, 
Mine is my own * 
Why ſhould a Creature, 
Weaker by Nature, 
Thirk ts enſlave me, 
With Smile or Frown ? 
Ceaſe, Ec. 


Ven. Ah! Venus loſt! thy Charms no more, 
Let flatt'ring Gods pretend adore ; 


ln vain they ſtile me Bright, and Fair, 


| Vhile of a Mortal I deſpair: | 
No! no! my Folly ſoon fhall ceaſe, 
Revenge or Pride ſhall give me Eaſe. 
Cupid ! Cupid ! bend thy Bow, 
Revenge ! revenge thy other's Pain: 
Let bis Heart my Terment know, 
What tis to love, and lode in vain. 


Alas! alas! it will not be 


Moc more 1 ſtruggle to be free, 


he more I gall me with the Chain, 


and but increaſe my Pain. 


Hunting Horns at a diſtance. 
Adon. Hark how the chearful Horn 


roclaims the waſting Morn ! | 


Ihe jolly Sports-men mend their Pace, 
| 0 the appointed meeting Place 
Len. Curſe on thoſe noiſy Sounds! O ſtay! 


n I cannot loſe the Sport, and muſt away. 


Ven. Haſt thou no Senſe of what I bear, 
My Pains nor Pleaſures wilt thou ſhare ? 


B 3 Ado, 
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16 VENUS and ADONIS. 


Adon. Forbear ! forbear thy vain Embrace, 
If thou with me wilt Pleaſure ſhare, "A 
Tie up thy Robes, and'Ringlet Hair, > 

And follow to the Chaſe. | B # 

How: filly's the Heart of a Woman, | 
hen courted hy many, to fly? 
But when ſhe is follsw'd by no Man, 
For one ſhe will languiſh and die: 
Beguiling, | 
And ſmiling, 
Noeww Coy ing, 
hen Teying, . 
; She'll her Fancy purſue ; 
Deſie ning, | 
Or euhaning, 
She'll vex ye, 
Perplex ye, 
And all that purſus her, undb. 
How ſilly, Or. | | 
Ven. Such Scorn and Inſult can I bear, 
But hold from far 1 
I fee the jealous God of War; 
Some other Hour I muſt employ 
To mel: this frozen Boy. 
Vell! Cold Adonis ſince the Charms 
Of rural Sports | 
(Tho* Venus courts) 
Muſt ſnatch thee from my Arms, 
Yet e er we pant, 
Bid me Farewel, and eaſe my Heart. 
5 [Air in Two Parts. 
Adon. Fareqve! Venus! Welcome Pleaſure ! 
{ muſt to the Groves away. 
Ven. Dear Adonis! O my Treaſure, 
I could here for ever ſtay. . 
Adon. When my Sporting knows no Meaſures 
Think what oy it is to mes : 1 
Ven. When thy Sporting - gives thee Leiſure. E 
Think I languiſb here for thee. - [Ex, ſeverally. 
2d INTER 


2d INTERLUDE. 


- id * * * 
Pat a 


SCENE the Side of a large Word. 


—_ * a a 2 


Mars alone. 


ROM War's Alarms, 

To ſhady Groves retir'd, 
___ Behold the God of Arms, 
By ſofter Charms infpir'd, 
Bids all Imperial Diſcord ceaſe, 
To taſte ſuperior Joys in Peace. 


Peauty now alone ſhall move him, 
Mars ſhall know no Joy but Love ; 
Leibe eviſer Gods reprove him, 
= 4 Tender ish 255 
1 Melting KIs, 
1 Mutual Bliffes, 
Beauty Charming, 
Love Alarming, . 
Raiſe the Soul to Joys above. 


8 ls 
IF; 


Dorn to theſe Woods deſcending, 
Venus oft beguiles the Day, 

EX <"d to be follow'd, ſure, intending, 
When the ſends her Doves awa 1 
Then ſoftly tread this pathleſs Cover, 


And bleſs the Hero in the Lover. el 
| B 4 | Adonis 


22 


a. 8 
* 1 


OE 


L CN NE REGRIGY . a 
5 "a . 


** * 


— 
Ä . ts es ers ae A Ee De A es 
„ 8 / 


12 VENUS and ADONIS: 


Adonis from another In od, evith Huntſmen. 


Adon. No more! no more 
Your fruitleſs Toil give oer, 
Our Sport is croſt: 

Was ever Day ſo loft ? 


Call in the Hounds, that ftand at gaze, 


The Morrow s Morn may mend our Chace. 
[Exeunt H untfmen, 
Come, ſweet Repoſe, thou welcome Gueſt, 
Laborious Pleaſures call for Reſt. 
He lays himſelf on a Bank. 


Gentle Slumbers Life relieving, 
Lull my Senſes, unperceiving, 

Give my Toils tbeir due Repoſe : 
Waſted Spirits, every Creature 


Muſt ſubply, and weary Nature 
Will our arooping Eye-lids cleſe. ] [Slceps, 


Venus exters, not ſeeing him. 


Ven. This way the jolly Huntſmens Hollow, 
Bids the wand'ring Venus follow: 
Let Mars the Woodlands beat in vain, 
While I purſue my lovely Swain 
And ſee! ye Powers! my Charmer's found 
In envy'd Sleep's Embraces bound! 
O that the circling Seas would ever 
*Fhis Grove from all Approaches ſever ! 
Since tend'reſt Touching may awake my Boy, 


Ab! ſoftly, gently let me fea] the Joy. 


Around thee let the warbling Choir 
In melting Notes ſoft Dreams of Love inſpire, 


 Chirying Warblers, 
Tune your Voices inſpiring, 
Ali the Paſſion of Veuus deſiring ; 


[Kiſſes bim. 
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"A MASQUE '- © 3 
Let your Muſick 
In Dreams warm à Lover, 


Whom awaking, 
My Heart muſt give over. 


But ſoft ! he moves, a while retire 

Ah! catch him, Love, : 

And flatt ring Eccho fan the kindling Fire. 
| [She retirese 


Addon. What ſoft 'ning Sounds my Senſes charm ? 
And with unuſual Joys alarm ? 
[ Eccho] — Unuſual Joys alarm. 
Aden. O tell me! tell me, ye melodious Choir, 
What gives my Heart this oft unknown Detire ? 
Ecce ho] = Unknown Deſire. 
Aden. What Voice is that? Who 1s't o erhears me 
{ Eccho] O! hear me? 
Adon. Some Fairy ſure, or Phantom near me! 
[Eccho] — Come near me 
Adon. I'll try, if yet again twill anſwer. 


[ Eccho] — "Twill anſwer. 
Adon. O ſweet Delufion ! to my Senſe unfold thee : 
if thou art real, let my Eyes behold thee. 7 
[Venus appearing. ] — Behold me! 
Adon. Celeftial Venn, — [Surpriz'd. 
Ven. = —— O my Love | 


Once more I come my Fate to prove. 
Adon. Ah! Goddeſs, you have kill'd your Boy 
It muſt be Love has touch'd my Heart, 7h 
ouch Pain is in the Joy, 
Such Pleaſure in the Smart: 
Too late I now my Folly ſee, 


Ard ask that Piry which you begg'd of me. 


Ven. What Heart could now refuſe thee, 
Aly deareſt only Soul Deſire * 
Gy Paſſion knows no Meaſure : 
90! may the circling Pleaſure 
But with the World expire 
; B 5 Adon, 


— — — Admire” > — — 
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My yielding Weakneſs to enſnare : 


14 VENUS and 'ADONTS: j 


Adon. What mean theſe Fears? 
Jen Ah! ruvin'd ! loſt! 
See where the jealous Mart appears: 
»Tis he! Tis he ! | 


And this way ſeems to bend him | | 73 


Adin What if it be? 


Adonis never did offend him. ; Y 


Ven. Here! here, my lovely Boy, 
Unſeen, fecure, repoſe thee, 
While from his jealous Eye | 
Theſe bending Boughs encloſe thee. 


[Adonis lies docen, ehile ſhe bides him with the Boughs. 


Due Mars #0. ber. 


Mars. Thus the Zrave from War returning; 
With the tend veſt Paſſun burning, Fab 


Fly with Joy to fold the Fair: WE = 


Net all Heroes fam'd in Story, 


Nor their Triumphs, or their Glory, | 7 


Can their Joys with mine compare. 


KEY 


Ven. Ah! cruel Mars! forbear! forbear! 


Too much of guilty Love I've known, 
And muſt for Follies paſt atone. 8 = 
Mars. What means this cold Reluctance 7 Why 
Does Beauty's Queen her Hero fly. ? | 

Fen. In vain you ask; for now I muſt deny. 
Mars No more! no more | 
Theſe Female Arts give o'er: 

Some lurkipg God uſurps my Right, 

On that, on that Pretence you're coy : 

Since I no more can give Delight, 

TI will my Rivals Bliſs deftroy. 

Where have you hid this Minion? Where? 

Ven. Ah? don't diſturb the Child! forbear, 
Tis poor lick Cupid juſt laid down to ret, 
And his Diſorder has my Mind oppreſt; 
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Elſe I with Joy had met my Mars, 
But how can Beauty ſmile in Tears? 
Mars. Was that the Cauſe then? c 
en. . [ yas no more; 
iPor know, I fill my Mars adore : | 
In yonder Cryſtal Fountain ſtrait, 
(Where now my buſy Nymphs await) 
rſt will bathe,. then meet my Love, 
Kind as his Wiſhes in yon” Myrtle Grove. 
Mars. Forgive my Jealouſy.—— 
..... | Away ; 
Wo ſoon will meet, and bleſs the Day. 
7 Mars. Farewel, my Fair. 
; Ven. * — Nay hafte. 
T Aays, —ooommrremmomm_o — none * Farewel. 
fp Ven. He's gone: What Tongue my joy can tell? 
* ow Mars. LApart.] So coy, and kind for ſlender Keaton, 
XX Speaks my Preſence out of Seaſon |! | 
= S5chind this Cover undiſcern d, 
= This Female Secret may be learn'd. [ He retires, 
= Pen. Ariſe! Ariſe ! Come forth, my Love, 
1 Our dread Surprize is over; 
= Thy Rival's ſhifted to the Myrtle Grove, 
1 Like a believing Lover. 
Why droops my Boy ? Mars has not ſeen us: 
Suppreſs thy Fears. 
Mars. O! Conftant Venus  [Pehind. 
Adon. - Ah! Goddeſs! now no more thou'y: Fair : 
4 Thy Charms adorn'd with Truth 
—_ Might have ſubdu'd my Youth, 
EZ 3: Fallhood never ſhall my Heart enſnare, 
Veen O my Love, more Pity ſhew, 
s it a Crime in me, | 
I abandon Mars for thee? 
˙k Aon. ——On Mars alone your Vows beſtow? 


87 Io fo be Wh 


3 On Love what greater Curſe can fall, 
= Than loving one that can't be true? 
. = 7 he wanton Heart, that's kind to all, 
iſe BY BW 1th endleſs Anguiſh we purſue, 
| B 6 


Horns, 
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16. VENUS agd ADONIS: 4 
| Horns, and Voices at a Diſtance. . 
LVithin.] Hark Hark! Adonis,- Hark away ! 


Jen. Thus, thus in Love's Embraces bound EE 
FR, [ Holding him. 1 
Adon. No, no, the Boar is found, | | PI 
Nor will I longer ſtay. ped Going. 1 
Mars offering to kill Adonis. | 6 : 


. Mars, Hold, Traytor ' take thy juſt Reward ! 
Fen. Ah! me! This Boſom is his Guard. 
| | $4 [ [nterpoſing. 
| [Adonis Kneeling.) ] 
Adon. Hold! hold, dread Mars, on me let all 
Your furious Vengeance fall ; 
I cannot ſee | 
A Goddeſs bleed for me: 
If Blood alone + 
Can cure your 8 I | 1 
Adonis is the Cauſe of all. | - 
Mars. O Perjur'd Venus! Falſe as Fair : 
Jen O Kind Adonis /—— O Deſpair! 
Adon. Are theſe the Pleaſures Lovers ſhare ? 


[a1 repeat the three laft Lines in Chorus.) 
Atavs. It mutt, it ſhall be ſo; 


I were poor, myſelf to give the Blow: Atari. 
Adonis, hence; but range thefe Woods no more, Tok! 
II leave my Vengeance to the Boar. [ fide. 5 


Adon. With Pleaſure I obey thy Power. [Ex. Adon. 
Mars. O fading Foy ! Hard-fated Love 1285 
| IF hat Pangs in thee ave find? 
Shall neuer faithſul Paſſion prove 
Fair Truth and Beauty join d. 
en O! Mars, unkind ? Is this thy Love? = 
Muſt this perſuade me to the Grove! ö 1 
Mars. Tis poor ſick Cupid : Think on that, TR” 
And tremble for hy Minion's Fate. 


e Nee 


3 1 


A MASQUE. 17 


Ven, ———-O ! ſpare the Boy, and to reſtore 
Thy Peace of Mind, 
1'}I be for ever kind, 
And never ſee Adonis more. 
| Mars. No! no! I'll never truſt thy Power. 


Ip [Air in two Parts.] 
1 Ven. ——0 { believe me ! | 
E Mars, — —— No, no, u0 1 
_ — Tow'l! deceive me 

1 Ven. — ———-No, no, 20 

I ſhall ever Mars adore. 
Mars. I can never truſt thee move. 
Ven. Ungrateful! U have lov'd thes, 


Nor _ thou lov d in vain. 
Mars. Unfaithful I have prov d thee, 


& 


. 8 54 1 9 5 
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Fen. He's gone !-—-and in his Eyes there ſate 
A Menace of Adonis' Fate 
O! Gods! my Fears are form'd too late b 
= Adonis ſupported by Huntſinen, bleeding. 
BY] Adon. Ah! Goddeſs, lend thy bounteous Aid, 
And heal the Wounds thy Eyes have made: 
Ihe Jealous Mars, provok'd to ſee | 
EZ Thy radiant Beauty ſmile on me; 
While at the furious Beaſt I ſtruck, 
= My Launce in thouſand Shivers broke: 
== Diſarm'd, I fell- when lo! the Boar 
= ith fatal Tusk my Boſom tore. 
Yen. — 0] Terror to my Eyes 
7 O] tyrant Jealouſy ! 
az Adonis bleeds and dies, 
And dies, poor Youth ! for me. 


Adon. O welcome] welcome ! gentle Death 
$ | While thus I ſee 
1 The Queen of Beauty mourn for me, 


. 


Hith Pleaſure I reſign my Breath. | 97 
| | 9 en. 


And now ill break the Chain. [Ex. Mars, 
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is: VR NVS and ADONIS. 


Ven. He's gone the flitting Soul is fled ! \ 
But leaves his Wound with me ; 
Venus muſt ever mourn thee dead 
In painful Immortality. | 
Why ſhines the hateful Sun, | A bf 
When ſuch a piteous Deed is done ? Bo 


A ſhort Symphony. 


Ariſe ! black Storms and Tempeſts, riſe ! 
Deep Darkneſs ſhade the Day ! 5 
Loud Thunders bellow through the Skies, Is 
And forked Lightning play. | —_ 


It Thunders, Lightens, and the Stage is darken d. 


©: Pleaſing Horror! 

O! Melodious Vell! 
Hark! bark | 
All Nature rings with Sorrow 

Poor Adonis” Knell. 


Let every tender Paſſion feel 
Henceforth, like mine, the Lover's Hell, 
And make Mankind as curft as 1. 
Unpity'd Sighs, deceitful Tears, "Ik 
Feuds ! Falſhood ! Doubts, and groundleſs Fears, 
Fur ever mingle with the Foy. | 
[Venus aſcends in her Chariot. 


Chorus of Huntſmen. 
No more let mortal Heart 
Of hapleſs Love complain, 


Since Gods could never part 
The Pleaſure from the Pain, 
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Paſtoral Interlude. 
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The 


Myrtillo, 
Laura, 
Lycon, 
Mopſa, 


PERSONS. 


Mrs. Marg. de L Epine. 
Mrs. Barbier. 

Mr. Birkhead. 

Mrs. Willis. 


Chorus of Shepherds. 


N ” 


2 


COMES 
MES 


LLAURA alone. 


8 . Love ! with what fantaſtick Sway 
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obey ! 


5% Thou mak'ſt poor Mortal Hearts 


I love, and am belov'd again, 
Yet treat my Lover with Diſdain. 


Whene'er he's nigh me, 


I undo him ; 
Yet, ſthou'd he ff 
Shou'd purſue 


Myrtillo, ond you woo me ? 
Love leſs, left [ deſpiſe you: 

Or I, tho *twou'd undo me, 
Shall tantalize you. 

When you with Pain are dying, 
Im fartheſt from complying. 

Nou d you ſecure, or Iright mo, 
Pretend to ſlight me 


Tan me, 
im 


See 
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See where rhe ſullen Swan, 
Neluckant, drags his Chain: 
Thy: former Peace deſpair to have. 
Nom help me, female Art, 
To charm and vex his Heart, 
And make rhe Rete more my Slave. 


Myrtillo comes forward: 


Thus ſceming careleſs to repoſe, {She lies dheun 
Uncover'd Beauties tha'l allure him; lr 
And, when he's faſter in the Nooze, | 
L wake furpriz'd,——and not endure him, 


ASyMmPenony, with a Flute. 


Myr. Helb me, Love! I eh, I die, 
| Die, alas ! for one I ſcorn? 
Vain and fickle tho I prove ber; 
Tho purſuing n 
Is my Ruin, 
"Tis my Fate to love hev : 
Reaſon no Relief can raiſe me; 
Love betrays me, 
She was for my Torment born, 


See where the lovely Tyrant lies! 

Unpointed now, | 

And harmlefs are her Eyes. 

But, Oh! what rifing Charms 

Swell on her Breaſt, 

Where Gods might reſt) 

And give my Heart a thoufand new Alarms. 
Lau. Myriills 
Myv. Ha ! ſhe calls! ſhe dreams, 
Lau. O be but thus! thus ever kind. 

Myr. O! Gods! ſhe is not what ſhe ſrems. 
Her Heart, her Heart's to Love inclin'd'; 
Sleep on, ſoft, charming Fair, for 1 
Yer never knew ſuch waking Joy. 


Ne's: 
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Ne er let a Lover 
His Hye give ober, 
For being deny d; 
The femu ſe Roder, 
In Pique and Pride, 
Her Love with Srorn' quill cover . 
The way to Woo her, 
Fs to privſue her 
With Flames and Vos; 
be With Scorn her Hrorn oppoſe. 
755 if ſhe pretend you tears her, 
Seize, and pleaſe bar. 


Lau. What is't, Mytillo, turns thy Brain? 
[Seeming ſurprix d 

| Myr. Ah, Laura, I have chang'd my Strain, 

Nor will I more in Sighs complain. 

What I have ſcen and heard juſt now, 

Has taught me thus in Smiles ro woo. 

bk [Offerines to embrace her. 

; Lau. And me with Smiles to hear thee to, 
Turns away in Scorn. 

Myr. Laura, your Heart's of ſofter make, 

| In Sleep you're Kind, tho' Coy awake. 

Lau. Know then, deluded Wretch, that I 

| Did but pretend in Sleep ro lie, 

And heard you ſay, —— 


For one I ſcorn, I die. 


| _ You muſt not mind @ hopeleſs Lover . 
In Rage we often Love diſcover. 
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Lau. 4b! no; the Proof of Lobe, 
I finding Joy in Pain: 
A tender [nclination 
: Will love; and love in vain. 


Apr. Nothing more won'd make me tender, 
Than à Hope that you'll ſurrender, 


7 


Lau. Nothing ſooner wou'd enrage me, 
Than your hoping to engage me. 

Myr. The Lover that can part with Hope, FS 
With Eaſe may give the Fair-one up. © 3. 

Lau. To eaſe you then of all your Pain, oy 
Deſpair, nor ſee my Face again. f 
Ayr. What have I done to merit this? 

Lan. What have you done to merit leſs ? 

Ayr. Oh, injur'd Love ! my Heart relieve, 
And tell this Tygreſs, ſhe's unfit to live. 

Lau. No, Cupid; let him ſtill complain, 

Till he confeſs the Pleaſure of the Pain. 


Myr. Let me the Torment feel 
Of rolling Stone, or veſtleſs Wheel 2 
Let me the worſt of Tortnres prove; 
But eaſe, O eaſe my Heart of Love. 
Alore ragine Pains were never born, 
Than unrelenting Woman's Scorn. 


Lau. O poor unhappy Swain !—— [Ironically. 
Ayr. What can the Syren mean? n Rs 


Lau O happy Myrtillo, 

1 No more ſay 1 ſlight you ; 
3 Zou truly delight me 

| | While you are in Pain 
BY Your Pain is my Pleaſure, 

| 1-4 You pleaſe above Meaſure ; 

| The greater my Pleaſure, 

more you complain.” 


Myr. Curſe on thy falſe, infidious Air ! 
| Is 't not enough I feel Deſpair ? "KN 
3 Why wilt thou ſtill my Heart enſnare ? | 
we Lau. Come] come, be chearful, bear thy Fate. 
By Ahr. No more thoſe Eyes I'll truſt, falſe fair Ingrate, 


For ever from thy fatal Charms Pl fly, 
And the flow Cure, or Death of Abſence try: 


Hence 
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Farewel for ever 
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Hence will I haſten to ſome diſmal Cave, 
Dark ! doleful ! joy leſs as the Grave | 
Where the ſad Screch-Owl' Notes are only heard, 
Whence Light and Comfort are for ever barr'd ! 
There, pining, waſte my Days, from Inſults free, 
And die forgotten of the World and Thee 
Lau. Oh, ſtay, Myrtilio, and I'll tell rhee all. 
Ayr. Vet I forgive thee, cruel as thou art, 
Thou haſt undone the tend reſt, conſtant Heart. 


Lau. Stay! 
Myr. = _— We muſt- 
Lau. cm not part. 


Now yon move me | 
With complaining * | 
Can you fly me evitÞ diſdaining ? 
Traytor ! go! 
You but prove me 
With falſe Vows 2 
Your Paſſion feignine ; 
Did you love me? 
Never ! no 


Myr. O Love | to thee for Help I fly, 
Support my ſtaggering Mind: 
Leſs Danger's in her Cruelty, 
Than in her ſeeming kind. 


What ſhall an injur d Lover do? | 
Can I believe hen? No, no, no# j 
Will it grieve ber 
if I leave ber? No, no, no f 
Shall I on ber Faith rely? | 
Or the fair Deluſion y 


Lau, = a O Myrtillo ! 
— —————-[ aura, Forbear! 
Lau. Still art thou deaf: 


45. —— — I muſt not hear. 


Un 
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Cin two Parts 3 


Lau. Ob, my Anguiſh ! 

Myr. How i languiſb 

Lau. Ji more #han I can bear! 
Myr. Cndone by Hope; ſecure by Far. 


Rural Muſick at a Diſtance i 


Myr. What rural Sounds are thoſe ſo near: 
Lau. The Nymphs and jolly Swains prepare 
To celebrate with Sports the Spring: | 7 
Wilt thou not join them while they ſing? 5 

Myr. Their Sports to me no Comfort bring. \ 


Enter Lycon, Mops a, and Chorus of SuzpngnD:. 


Lyc. Now all ye Swains and Laſſer» 
Put on your Airs, and Graces ; 
For this the Time and Place i. 
To Pipe, and Dance, and Play 
All brisk and jolly, 8 
Sorting, 
| Courting, 
Care is a Folly, 
Dauc ing 5 
Pranc ing; 


Flora commands a Holiday 


Tyc. See Mopſa, Tee! Myrtillos mute 

Mop. Laura's the Cauſe 

Lyc. — —— Without Diſpute: 
Speak boldly, Swain; your Grief declare. 

Myr. Tis true, I have my Grief from her. 


| Lyc. hat tho the Nymph deny Youy 


She ne er intends to fly van, 
| | fl ther 
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Lau. Myrtillo 
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A thouſand Tricks ſbe ll try yous - 
All but to bolt you fat: 
She'll and vex you, 
oying * g | 
Toying, | 08 | 
Then perplex you, 
lighting, 
Figbrin : 


Follow her chiſe,——ſhe's right at laſs. 
Mop. From Laura I ſhall more diſcov er- 


Is this a Time to flight your Lover 


Lau. Myrtilio's nice, bur cannot ſay Im coy, 


and ſeems more fond of Pain than Joy. 


Mop. What the” the Swain abjure your 
Proteſts be ll ne er endure you ; 
T; is all but to allure your, 

To eaſe him of his Pain. 

once you treat him 
Huh, 
Friendly, 

You defeat him, 
Fairly, 
Rarely ; | 

Ply him but home, bei right again. 


4. thall comply—: 
| Serine Myrtillo's Hand. 
Ayr. - IL | | 
op. w——_— longer ſhall deny. 
{Mop. and i. join Lau. and Myr, Hand,. 


Un 
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"MYRTILLO. 


(In two Parts. 3 


Ur Kind and ndr, 
Lau. / 1 ſurrender. 


Both. All my Foy's in thee abs. 


Lau. When [ deny' d you, 
1. only try'd you. N. . 
Myr. When I forſevore you, 
I did adore you. 
Both. Deſpair and Care's for ever flown. 


{Cuorvs of Voices and Dancers 


ere. Now all ye Swains and Laſſer, &c. 
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